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younger one working, and their father, as usual
reading a volume of Sir Walter Scott, the well
known binding of which I at once recognised
I could not get a sight of his face, for the bool
he held before him; but I saw his forehead
and thin silvery hair.
What was now my surprise, to hear a car-
riage, at this time of the night, driving towards
the house ! I instantly placed myself behind a
tree, close to the road-side. Curious to state,
at that very spot the carriage suddenly stopped,
and I might have touched it with my hand.
The horses had gibbed, owing to the steepness
of the ascent; and on her inquiring into the
cause, I immediately recognised the voice of
another daughter, who, with her husband, was
coining on a visit to her father from a distant
county.
I now returned to niy public-house, and was
off at dawn in a coach for town. Byron felt
from experience, when he sighed, " and oh, the
utter solitude of passing your own door without
a welcome, finding your hearth turned into a
tombstone, and around it the ashes of your
early hopes, lying cold and deserted."
In all and each of my various excursions, in
foul weather or in fair, I had ever one inva-
riable companion. This was my horse, and
his name was Clodhopper. He was a light